RAMADHAN
IN THE MONTH OF THE FAST OF RAMADHAN, BAGHDAD MUST
be seen by night.
It has drowsed through the day in its languid bazaars.
The sunset gun gives the signal of release. Then it leaps
suddenly to life.
Refreshments of every kind appear as by enchantment.
The owner of the coffee house, ample and dignified, comes
out and welcomes his friends, while his boys in their long
striped gowns and sashes, their skull-caps at the back of their
heads, rush in and out among the fast-filling benches and
clink their little handleless Czecho-Slovakian cups against
beaked coffee pots, or carry painted glasses of Persian tea.
Like stars in the twilight, the soothing glow of the galian
appears here and there on the ground beside some medi-
tative smoker. Sweetmeat sellers set out portable booths
at street corners. The greengrocers stack oranges and
bananas. And more than all others after die long day of
abstinence, tobacconists do a roaring trade in little box-like
shops.
The first part of the evening is given over to domestic
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